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k>oks as though he's swallowed a brush I " If only there
had been good reason for enduring the jeers and straining
his stiffly-held lame leg ! All Pantaleimon's entraik were
bubbling with indignation. And this accursed coward of an
Ataman was the cause of it all! He had come and gabbled
away, taken the mare and the tarantass, and had run all
over the village with his tongue hanging out, looking for
bells for the troikas. And in truth, the man who has never
seen anything worth seeing is glad of a rag ! In all his life
Pantaleimon had never seen such generals ! Take the
Imperial Review, for instance : you'd see a man marching
along with his chest full of medals, and wearing gold lace.
It did your heart good to look at him ; he was an ikon, not a
general! But these, all in grey, like jackdaws. One of them
hadn't even got a proper peaked cap, as he should have
when in dress uniform, but a kind of top-hat under muslin,
and his face was shaved quite bare, you couldn't have found
""one little hair, even if you'd searched with a lantern. . . .
Pantaleimon's face clouded and he all but spat with disgust.
But someone gave him a hard jog in the back, and whispered
in a loud voice :
" Go on, take it to them. . . ."
He stepped forward* Looking over his head, general
Sidorin ran his eyes around the crowd, and uttered in a
ringing voice :
" Greetings, worthy elders ! "
" We wish you health, your Excellency 1 " the villagers
shouted in a ragged chorus.
u The general graciously accepted the bread and salt from
Pantaleimon's hands, said " thank you," and passed the
dish to his adjutant.
After handing over the bread and salt Pantaleimon fell
back to mix with the crowd. He did not stop to listen while
some Vieshenska orator welcomed the visitors in the name
of the cossack population of the Vieshenska district, but
made his way to the troikas standing a little distance off.
The horses were covered with foam, and their flanks were
sunken. The old man went up to his rnare, rubbed her nostrils
with his sleeve, and sighed. He felt like cursing, unharnessing
the mare at once, and leading her home, so great was his
disillusionment.
- Meantime, general Sidorin was making a speech to the